48	UDAIPUR
by two arched windows opening upon the lake,
a man in the forties, a pathetic-looking invalid, sat
huddled up in a Directoire chair. He was swathed
in a brown rug, wrapped tightly round his skinny
shoulders as if he feared the cold.
" I must beg you to excuse me," he said, " but
I cannot rise to greet you. Pray be seated.'*
I stepped on to the platform of the loggia. Two
little gilt-wood chairs upholstered in red velvet—the
type of chairs one sees in Paris only at charity sales
and dances—had been placed facing the monarch.
His dark, lustrous eyes were fixed intently on my
face. He spoke English fluently in a thin, effemi-
nate voice which came oddly from his huge black
moustache, the moustache of a buccaneer.
He was dressed very simply in a long grey tunic,
and the rug almost entirely hid his body, I saw no
sign of actual deformity, though he was of notice-
ably small stature. What struck me most was the
curious way he crossed his legs, very high, with the
left ankle resting on his right knee.
He was wearing odd-looking brown buttoned
boots, made in England without a doubt, and I
could not help noticing the smooth, immaculate
soles that had never touched rough ground. Per-
haps they were new boots; but I was more inclined
to see them as the footgear of a chronic invalid
whose limbs have ceased to serve him.
No, he had never been to Europe ; he would
prefer to know India well, to travel in his own
country, before visiting the West. And a moment
before he had informed me that he very rarely
crossed the frontiers of his State ! But, like an ac-
complished society man, he kept the ball of conver-
sation rolling with ready-made phrases, and adroitly
turned my questions with vague, general remarks.

